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One 


Author's Notes: 
Cracklfic born from a picture of James from the studio and chatting with Dramady about him needing to get 
rid of the hamster. She came up with a different solution. :-) Thanks as always to her for the beta. 


Mnty Fresh 


Jens examined his chin in the mirror. The light caught the lengthening hairs that grew there, reflected from 
the shaving foam as he delineated the course of the burgeoning goatee beard; dashing, that was the word. It 
made him look.. dashing. 

Piratical, he thought happily. After all, all the nice girls love a pirate. 


He smirked to himself, rinsed the razor under the tap and admired the growth once more. 


"You look like a bum," said Eggi with a yawn, nudging Jens out of the way to get his toothbrush. 


Jens glared. Eggi glanced up through his fringe, toothpaste round his mouth, and snorted. 

"| do not!" 

The other man took his time rinsing his mouth out, patted his face dry, ignored his friend. Jens still glared, 
arms folded, dared Eggi with his gaze to say iT again; he straightened up, flicked his hair over his shoulder and 
twisted his - minty fresh - mouth into a wry half smile. 

"You do. But its a look that suits you." 

Jens scowled. 

Eggi's snort of amusement was soft, although the callouses on his fingers were harsh where they touched 
Jens’ chin to tilt his head this way and that, eyeing the offending article from different angles. Jens bore the 
contact patiently, although he did cock an eyebrow when those hardened fingers drew his face close enough to 
Eggi's that he could feel the cool waft of his breath on his chin. 

"Yeah," said Eggi, "I like it." 


Then he kissed him. 


Just a quick press of lips, the briefest of nuzzles against his cheek then away, the smile that cracked his face 


dazzling. He tasted, Jens noticed, of toothpaste. He licked his lips, blinked 

"Feels nice," grinned Eggi, then sauntered out of the bathroom, whistling. 

Jens stared, first at the now-empty doorway and then at his own reflection 

Eggi..? 

His own face broke into a broad, wicked leer. Well now. Looked like the beard was a definite success, and he 
ambled out of the bathroom to engage the other man in a far more detailed discussion of life, love, and how it 
pertained to beard hair. 


Although he still didn't think it made him look like a bum. 


~Fin~ 


